Siam
it became a kind of obsession, the omnipresence
of the god of Angkor, From whatever point
of the immense town these aerial faces were
always to be seen, some foil - face, others
in profile or three-quarter face, now gloomy
under lowering rain-charged skies, now ardent,
as with ruddy fire, at the setting of the sun,
or, again, bluish and spectral on moonlit nights,
but always there and always commanding. But
to-day tiieir reign is over; in the green twilight
in which they are crumbling it is necessary,
almost, to seek to find them, and the time is
approaching when they will no longer be even
recognisable.
To ornament the walls of Bayon, endless bas-
reliefs and decorations of every sort have been
conceived with an exuberant prodigality. Here,
too, there are battles, furious conflicts, war-
chariots, interminable processions of elephants,
and groups of Apsaras, of Tevadas with pompous
crowns. But under the moss everything is
becoming effaced and perishing. The workman-
ship is cruder and more naive than at Angkor-
Vat, but the inspiration revealed here is more
vehement, more tumultuous. There is some-
thing disconcerting in so great a profusion. In
our days of pinchbeck versatility it is difficult
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